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Kiss and Say Goodbye 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this over a year ago and originally had it posted on Mibba It\'s the first chapter of a chaptered fic. 
I\'m not too keen on it, mainly because it\'s my first attempt at something that isn\'t slash. 


On the thirteenth of July two thousand and nine in the early hours of a fog laden Friday of all things, Andrea 
Kathleen Haley celebrated her thirty-first birthday, 


Once the breakfast dishes are washed and dried and neatly put away in their respective places her husband 
wordlessly presents her with a rectangular box and sits back awaiting her much anticipated reaction. The box is long 
and rather narrow, perhaps six inches by two and feels light in her hands. Trimly decorated in smooth cream 
wrapping paper that is cool to the touch and brought together with a siken gold ribbon tied elegantly in a simple 
bow in the centre, it is evidently the work of a store clerk. Oddly surprised by the gesture, Andrea turns the box 
around in her hands inspecting it from every angle before pulling keenly at the ribbon which falls away easily 


"t matches your hair," her husband cautiously observes from the opposite side of the kitchen fable, his pensive 
blue eyes studying her carefully. ‘Look; its all colour co-ordinated and everything," he adds with a child-like glee 


that once upon a time she found to be nothing short of charming 


Andrea, Drew fo her friends, does not reply, nor does she really hear him. Picking at the edges where the paper 
overlaps with one long nail the wrapping paper tears and hurriedly, she peels the remainder away with striking 
precision fo unveil a plain black box. Flipping the lid up she stares down in uninhibited admiration at a simple slender 
golden charm bracelet nestled amongst a sea of sik the colour of a robins egg. h the early morning sunlight the 
Jewellery is ultimately stunning 


"What do you think?" 


Grudgingly, Andrea tears her eyes from the bracelet and looks at him; this time however, she really looks at him 
Despite over a decade of marriage -they had married young when Andrea herself was only twenty years old 
after a whirlwind romance- she would have been lying if she had said that she recognised the man seated before 
her. He is astoundingly tall yet made to look far taller due to a wilowy frame with an enviably clear complexion 
and a narrow face that with its fine features would have been feminine if not for the two days‘ worth of coarse 
dark grey stubble that is not unattractive on him. A dancer's build, very lithe and lean, narrow shoulders, a trim 
waist; now verging on skinny after a sudden weight loss. Long slender hands sporting previously manicured nails now 


bitten down to the quick, hands and slight wrists bright with eye-catching tattoos. 


Hs hair is fair, wavy and thick, with two inch long coffee-coloured roots, and is worn back from his face in a loose 
ponytail that sits low on the nape of his neck Looking at him, it occurs to her that she has never before seen his 
natural hair colour; he has always been so meticulous about his appearance. He wears nothing aside from a pair of 
dark pyjama bottoms that ride low on his slender hps to reveal a myriad of colourful tattoos adorning his chest 
and torso and a flawless tan. Bloodshot cerulean eyes, exhausted from countless sleepless nights spent worrying, 
hoping and praying as he lies awake at night listening to his wife cry herself to sleep in the next room. 


She cannot help herself and she finds that she is staring in fascination, and perhaps revulsion, at the older man who 
calmly gazes back. He studies her as enquiringly as she does he, his gaze unwavering; she is almost six feet in her 


stockings with blonde curls, natural due to distant Scandinavian roots and equally tired blue eyes 


They say that couples who live together for long enough begin to look like one another. Drew and Lexxi had begun 
that way but over time had diverged 


‘Oh, its lovely," she says finally and promptly she returns her gaze to her gift which really is beautiful A simple 
gold wristband adorned with several tiny charms, the bracelet itself is engraved, and she struggles fo swallow past 
the lump in her throat as she reads the miniscule etchings. 'I know its my birthday, but | got you something, too." 
Her voice brightens considerably and with a flourish she flounces from the kitchen, her flaxen waves and the hem 
of her lilac work dress billowing behind her. 


Moments later, she returns clutching an ivory envelope tightly between her long hands. The expression she wears is 
fearful and immediately he is struck by a feeling of uneasiness 


"There you go." She does not immediately relinquish her grasp, but rather she continues to hold on for several 


seconds longer as she mentally assures herself that this is indeed necessary, that there is no other way To fix 
things. Of course it is, she reminds herself harshly and allows her hand to fall limply to her side; it is simply not 
possible for them to carry on in such a way. She takes a step back and watches as he glances curiously down at 


the envelope. 


The front of the envelope is badly creased having been lying at the bottom of her handbag for almost two weeks 
and is addressed simply fo ‘Travis’ in her barely legible haphazard scrawl that he used to joke about, and carefully, 
he opens the envelope and unfolds its contents -a single sheet of lined paper torn from a refill pad 


Andrea looks on in anticipation chewing on her lower lp as she does so. Oddly enough, she spares little time 
pondering his reaction but rather she finds herself hoping that this will not take long as she will have to leave 
shortly if she is to beat the early morning rush hour traffic on her way in to work in Sherman Oaks. 


Reading the opening line of her letter written late at night two weeks earler after one too many glasses of wine 
had filled her with a newfound sense of courage, he looks up at her his almond eyes wide and alert in surprise. 


‘Are you serious?” He knows her well enough not to need to ask, and she lowers her head unable to meet his gaze. 


"Youre serious. What- | thought we were getting better? | thought we were finally starting to move on" 


"Well, we're not." Her voice cracks and she repeats herself, louder this time. "We're not We're never going to move 
on -for God's sake, Travis, its been a whole year and we still can’t have a proper conversation We haven't shared 
a bed in five months and you think we're getting better?" She scoffs and shakes her head derisively. If he did not 
already understand the severity of their situation, the use of his forename is a definite indication, with the 
exception of his parents and Andrea on the odd occasion, he has not been referred to as Travis in a number of 
years. They have always been simply Lexxi and Drew, or together, Lewi as his band mates cleverly thought up one 


drunken evening. 


He stands the legs of the chair scraping loudly against the tiled floor and pulls himself up to his full height peering 
down at her. "Its supposed to take time, right? The counsellors said we have to be patient." 


She tums her back to him and busies herself with rolling her long blonde hair into a neat bun. "Im through with 
being patient! Patience isn’t going fo bring our old life back, is it?" 


He pauses and reads through the single sheet thoroughly before running a hand through his unkempt hair. It is not 
the contents of her letter that have shocked him, but rather the fact that she felt unable to speak to him face 
fo face. "I thought divorce would be the last thing you would want," he fells her. 


Well," she begins, "People change. | have a meeting with a lawyer on Monday," she tells him with little regret in her 
voice. "Oh, dont look at me like that, Lex, one of us had to. Trust me; this is better for both of us." 


She steps into the adjoining room, a small office, to retrieve her shoes and briefcase. With the addition of her 
heeled work shoes she is no less than one inch smaller than her husband "You've been thinking about this for a long 
time," he does not pose it as a question, but rather as a statement. Much to his surprise he is neither angry nor 


upset, or even particularly surprised He is simply numb. Of course had expected this to happen but not so late on; 
not when they have made such progress together. 


He follows her into the dining room, a spacious room that is made to look far smaller with the addition of dark red 
walls and mahogany furniture and stands leaning against the door frame, tattooed forearms crossed over his chest 
as he watches her; she is so casual, he marvels as she hurriedly checks the contents of her briefcase her lps 


moving as she does so. 


Andrea looks up. "Look, | have to leave right now if | want to make it in time. Don't forget you and Russell have an 
interview at two o'clock this afternoon with Kramer, so youre going to have to shave," she fells him with quick 
efficiency. "Oh, and Ive washed and ironed a pair of pants -you know the pink pair?- and your Jack Daniels shirt 
for you to wear today. ls that alright for you?" 


He wants to fell her that his pink spandex pants and that shirt most certainly do not go together, that no one in 
their right mind would even consider pairing them and that even someone as fashionable inept as Stix or Satchel 
would know that. Of course, he does not, and instead he mutters, "His name is Satchel." 


"Hm?" 
"Hs name is Satchel, not Russell." 


"Sure." Snatching her car keys from a crystal bowl on the dresser she swings her briefcase over one broad 


shoulder, flattens a crease on her charcoal suit jacket and pauses momentarily in the doorway to briefly kiss his 


cheek. 


Andrea pauses and recoils, surprised by how difficult old habits are fo break. Every morning for the past nine years 
after having married, provided that he wasn't on four with his band she woke him at dawn, prepared their 
breakfast and then kissed him goodbye on her way to work at half past seven, even in recent months when they 
slept in separated bedrooms. Presumably once she left he returned to bed 


"=" For the first time that morning words fail her and hurriedly she skirts around him casually grabbing her cell 
phone from the kitchen table on her way. "if you're here when I get home from work we'll talk then." 


